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Mathilde Clark 
 
Writing and Its Mis/Fortunes 
 
Today I am going to talk about my search for a patron on which I spent the whole year of 2005. 
 
When my publisher first called me to a meeting at the publishing house to tell me that my first 
novel Thorsten Madsen’s Ego was accepted for publication he asked me: “Are you sure you want to go 
through with this?” Of course I nodded like a madman. I was sure. “You know,” he said, “chances 
are you are always going to be poor. Oh yeah, you might get a little bit from the library money, but 
nothing that will make a difference. And once you publish there is no turning back: you will be a 
writer for good.”  
 
I didn’t care about the money and I still don’t.  
 
Yet my publisher was right: things got tough. My first book made me almost 1500 US $. In 
Denmark, taxes don’t care whether you are an artist or not—they still take at least half of 
everything you make. So in reality, I got 900 $ for two years of work. Needless to say that the bank 
people and the people to whom I pay rent weren’t thrilled to death at the prospect of my writing 
career.  
 
So one day just before Christmas I was walking down a Copenhagen street wondering how I should 
get the money to pay for the next bag of oatmeal. In Denmark writers eat a lot of oatmeal, because 
it is really cheap. It is about a dollar for a big bag, and if you boil it with a lot of water it really fills 
you up for awhile. But still I was worrying, and then I had this idea. I thought: why not find myself 
a real patron? 
 
As you all know, we have had one famous writer in Denmark, Hans Christian Andersen. When he 
first found his way to Copenhagen from his hometown, he first went looking for a patron—a rich 
person who could support his writing. And he had success. In fact—if it weren’t for Hans Christian 
Andersen’s patrons we would have not had Hans Christian Andersen. In those days rich people 
gathered at each others’ houses for dinner parties. HCA found out where they were and just 
showed up, insistently ringing their door bell—a funny birdlike looking young man full of stories 
and hope. Of course this was almost 200 years ago. Today looking for a patron is kind of like when 
Don Quixote went looking for dragons to kill and princesses to save. All agree that there are no 
such things as Dragons, Princesses and patrons.  
 
Nowadays, I thought, rich people have e-mail and Internet. So the first thing I did was to run home 
and register the name: patronwanted.com (Danish: maecensoeges.dk). I made the webpage and, just 
before New Years, I finally got the codes you need to get the webpage running. I also made a t-shirt 
with the application, just like the one I am wearing today—but 
in Danish, of course. The t-shirt was to become my uniform throughout the year 2005. I had my 
bank account number printed in the neck, in case somebody on the bus decided to become my 
patron.  
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Picture #1: 
Hungry Artist: 
 
For the webpage I took a picture of myself in front of an apple core and a pile of white sheets.  
Then I sent the picture around on a mailing list of about 300 people, in much the same way people 
do when they are apartment hunting, saying that I was looking for a patron, and asking if anybody 
knew such a person or knew somebody who knew somebody like that. The e-mail quickly got 
spammed around. 
 
In the website I had—as kind of a joke—written a point in the menu where it said: “The account.” 
When you clicked on it, it said, “The account, in this moment is at: 0,00 kr.”  
 
Picture #2: 
The Account on the 3rdof January 2005: 
 
But the same night a complete stranger put 13 kroner in my account (2 $). I hadn’t expected that. 
The first night and I could already afford two bags of oatmeal. 
 
Anyway, since I started looking just after New Year’s, I decided that I wanted to spend the whole 
year of 2005 searching. My idea was that if I could find a well-to-do person who was also a little 
eccentric—a sort of Donald Trump-type, except with a sense a humor, I would stand a chance—a 
Peggy Guggenheim of Denmark, maybe. So I made an extensive list of the PG’s of Denmark, and 
wrote letters to them, one after another. All costume made versions of “Dear so-and-so, I would 
like to ask you to be my patron.”  
 
My only rule in the patron search was that the patron should be a character. I kind of saw the whole 
thing as something that could go on in Carl Barks’ universe. He didn’t invent Donald Duck but he 
gave him life, and he invented the surrounding city, Duckberg. Carl Barks is a great hero of mine. If 
Donald Duck needs money he asks Uncle Scrooge, and that was basically what I was doing. 
 
All the potential patrons answered diligently and personally. I guess they had no choice. When you 
get a letter like that there is no F21-form they can ask their secretary to send. They all said no. But 
it was really fun getting all those replies—to see their choice of paper, wording and their 
signatures. All the letters confirmed to me their specific archetype or character in the Duckberg of 
Denmark. For instance: one of them—a very rich man—has been to prison a couple times and is 
always on the edge of the law. He said that he wished for better conditions for writers as well, but 
with the tax situation in Denmark he really could use a little more money himself. 
 
In the same line of thought I went to the richest street in Denmark, Hambros Allé—a symbol of 
wealth, used in many films. On the lining trees I hung my message in much the same way as 
somebody looking for a lost cat or an apartment for rent. 
 
Picture #3: 
Hambros Allé 
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I am of the opinion that life is best lived if you live it like a story. And all good stories have an 
antagonist—a major opponent to the hero. In this story the biggest possible antagonist would be 
the biggest possible patron—until he or she would become my patron!—just like in a love story. 
 
The biggest possible patron, I figured, would no doubt be the Minister of Cultural Affairs, Brian 
Mikkelsen. I was doing this project first and foremost to get oatmeal-situations fixed, but I also did 
it to bring attention to artists’ conditions in Denmark.  
 
Picture #4: 
The Antagonistic Forces in this Story: 
 
I started writing Brian long letters every two weeks, asking him to be my patron. In the beginning I 
would get back letters from his secretary, but after a while he started answering me personally. Of 
course I sent a couple of them as open letters to the press also; but still, It was nice of him. 
 
At some point I was at a writers’ retreat in Jutland. I thought: normally when you are away, you 
send a postcard home to your loved ones. So I sent Brian this card: 
 
Picture #5: 
Postcard to Brian: 
 
 
It says:  
 
Dear Brian.  
You probably wondered why you haven’t heard from me for weeks now. But I was given asylum at Hald 
Hovedgaard, where I am currently hiding from the hardships of life while I am writing books.  
Love, Mathilde W. Clark 
PS. Hope you are doing well! 
PPS. Send more money!! 
 
Then one day I was called up from one of the two national TV-stations in Denmark. The reporter 
made a five minute long film that I would have liked to show you today if I had had more time. 
Instead I will subtitle it and post it on the webpage as soon as I can.  
 
He managed to set up a meeting between Brian and me. I brought Brian my first book and a t-shirt 
on which it said “Patron.” I, of course, was, as always, wearing my “Patron Wanted” t-shirt. Brian 
immediately put on his t-shirt outside his noble blue shirt, and there we were on the best air time at 
national TV, “Patron” and “Patron wanted.” Then he pulled from his pocket a 100 kroner note 
(almost 20$) and gave it to me. Now, I could officially call the Minister of Cultural Affairs my 
patron. 
 
Picture #6: 
Brians 100 Krone Note: 
 
Even though 20$ is good for 20 bags of oatmeal, it wasn’t something that would make the landlord 
happy.  
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Later in the fall there, we have a returning annual event: Fox Hunt in the Deer Garden. It is 
something that stems back to the days of nobility, and thousands and thousands show up to look at 
the hunters in the red jackets on their horses. I thought it could be another good place to patron 
hunt, so I showed up and walked around with a sandwich sign. 
 
Picture #7: 
Patron Hunting in the Deer Garden 
 
I also managed to see the prince—husband of our queen—when I was there. 
 
Picture #8: 
The Prince and Me 
 
The prince is in the background. When I came home I wrote him a letter. It just so happens that the 
prince is also a poet, and I thought that he might have some insights in my quest for a patron, since 
he is both a writer and has managed to find patronage. I also sent him my second book: Disorder of 
Things. His courtier wrote me back, thanking me for the book, on behalf of the prince; but he also 
said that, as a writer, the prince was in the same unfortunate situation as myself and therefore, 
sadly, was not of much help. 
 
To my big surprise, I didn’t get any promise from any of the Uncle Scrooge’s of Denmark. Only 
one of them—a known character invited me for dinner and gave me 5000 kroner in my hand. I 
offered to come and read at one of his dinner gatherings, but he wanted to be discrete. Instead I 
promised not to reveal his name. He is known to have a thing for young brunettes, and he didn’t 
want people to misunderstand. 
 
The response came from the people instead. I got a massive amount of e-mails, offering me all 
kinds of things—use of weekend cottages, dinners and brunches, garden work, foreign beer, a job 
on a ship. A call girl thought she would help me out like this: she posted my picture on her website 
rationalizing that 200 people visited her page daily, and maybe one of them wanted to be my 
patron! I asked in the nicest possible way to have my picture removed, figuring that the patronages 
going through her site maybe had other things on their mind. 
 
Another creative response in the same department was from the guy offering himself as my tantra 
sex patron. He said: “The body is really clear and inspired after a round of tantra. Normally I take 
1500 kroner for two hours but in your case it will be free.”—a sheer give away.  
 
People also sent things. I got a dictionary, tea, a bus pass—and on a regular basis—toothpaste and 
soap. A local sushi place offered me sushi 3-4 times a month—a nice substitute for oatmeal. As a 
gesture to them, I made myself another t-shirt that I sometimes wear. Translated into English, it 
says something like: “Go:sushi keeps the writer Mathilde Walter Clark alive.”  
 
When the year ended, I had collected 13.593,80 kr. (2212 $)—just enough to get butter on the 
oatmeal, so I sent around a Merry Christmas and Thank You For the Past Year Card to everybody: 
 
Picture #9: 
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Merry Christmas 
 
Of course I also wrote to the Minister of Tax to ask him what to do with Brian’s 100 kroner. He 
said he wanted half. I guess that goes for the rest of the patron money, which left me with 1106 $.  
 
I spent about 2-3 hours daily on the project. I had a lot of fun. And I have so much material for a 
really nice coffee table art book. The only problem is: the book will be expensive to make with all 
the color prints etc. I thought about doing another fundraising year for The Patron Wanted Book, but, 
honestly, I needed a break from the sandwich sign. 
 
Oh. I should mention. This spring I was awarded the Three Year Working Scholarship from the 
Danish Art Foundation. In the conclusion of their reasons for the award the committee specifically 
wrote: Mathilde Walter Clark has had many irons in the fire and has attracted quite a bit of media 
attention since she started looking for a patron at the spring of 2005. The committee, nevertheless, 
has chosen solely for her obvious literary talent and is happy to give her the Three Year Scholarship. 
 
Now I am good for oatmeal and my landlord will be happy the next three years. Of course I didn’t 
forget Brian. He is not part of the committee, but he is, after all, the Minister of Cultural Affairs, 
and a symbol. I wrote him a final thank you post card from the retreat I was staying at at the time in 
Italy: 
 
Dear Brian, 
 
Now I am fed three times a day and I don’t have the slightest stomach ache anymore while I am writing books.  
Love Mathilde W. Clark 
PS. Thank you for being my patron after all! 
PPS. See you in 3 years! 
 
By now Brian answered me personally on e-mail. He wrote that he was happy to see that they had 
given me the scholarship. And then he wrote: Please don’t let 3 years pass before I hear from you! I guess 
he is a brave man. 
 
 
 
 
 
For more: 
www.maecensoeges.dk 
or the English version that I hope will be finished by the time of the panel: 
www.patronwanted.com 
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